Philadelphia, Pa. In January, 1913, Harper's Weekly published an article which made my "eyes like stars start from their spheres". This astonishing essay not only absolves tobacco from all wrongdoing, but even intimates that it might be beneficial. It warmly declares that the much abused weed has never been shown to have worked actual damage upon the average normal person, and that all lectures, statistics, text books of physiology, and the like to the contrary, are both absurd and ridiculous.
In fact it decides that there is no "evidence to condemn tobacco in any form, not excepting cigarettes" I I marvelled greatly how such an article came to be printed in a reputable journal, and my first explanation was silly. I thought there must be one of those interlocking directorships one hears so much about, between the tobacco trust and the publishers. Abandoning this idea, I then thought that the writer, a man financially interested in tobacco or an habitual smoker, smuggled the article into the magazine when the editor was not looking. This idea was discarded as more silly than the first. Finally I arrived at the only sensible explanation. The man who wrote it thought he was doing his religious duty in destroying the damaging ideas extant concerning tobacco. He sincerely thought he was right, and in his mind's eye no doubt beheld thousands of young men and boys arising to call him blessed. So he wrote with truth in his heart and sincerity as his goal. As for the editor, he evidently thought the article was presented as a piece of humor, a comic essay, and accepted it because it is funny.
But the fact is that the writer of the serio-comic essay in question seems to have had an unparalleled genius for making doubtful statements, so that instead of appearing to be merely funny, the contents of the article, in their possible effect, appear to be serious enough. Furthermore 
